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A narrow gap, like a slice out of a cake, and not more than one
hundred and fifty feet wide at the base, where run the river and
high-road, widens at the top like a knife-sharpener. This was
the " Golden Gate of the Sahara" in which we at last stood.

We were to enter into a new life and atmosphere, where the
sun reigns supreme, and with a power and intensity of light of
which those know nothing who have not seen it.

A copious breakfast, with a hot cup of coffee and cigarette,
and we were transformed beings. Our diligence, rattling over
the dusty road; no longer frozen and bordered with ice, was
followed by all the children in the village, every one of whom,
of course, was crying out for backsheesh, and as a sou fell
among them their demands ceased for a moment, while a scram-
ble -ensued.

The village of sunburnt bricks and mud lined the banks
of the river. Men at that hour were lounging at cafes, although
they are industrious at El-Kantara, and do not leave all the
work to the women. The latter were spinning, grinding corn,
or spreading fruit to dry on skins or squares of cotton, stuff.
Farther on they were seen washing clothes by treading them
with their feet, their ample draperies tucked up at the waist
and between the knees. The river runs through great bowlders
of a whitish gray color, worn quite smooth by the action of
the winter torrents, for the streams are swollen in winter by
the snows from the high plateaus, which we had just passed '
over; and as the torrent rushes .through the desert, frequently
changing its course, tents, branches of trees, and bodies of ani-
mals are often to be seen floating on the surface of the water.
As we turned to look back on the oasis from our rocky road
it was difficult to realize that quite another country lay just be-
yond the sharp limestone hills, which now showed their glowing
golden face, where not a blade of grass grew; the sand and